Dream C adences

FLOWER - TRANSFORMATION
From a little opening in the earth
A tiny speak of mud-black birth
Desired realese
From cruel stress
Of crust-claws, demon-dark,
And pain obscure and stark
It cried out for the bright sunshine
To the Mother-heart divine:
"With light so near
How shall I bear
Blindness of wakened eyes,
Life's leap in stagnant ties !
So to its call of yearning thirst
The divine Mother gave at last
By her presence bliss,
Compassion-kiss
And touch of honey flame,
Green blade and flower gem.